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Hero 


He's beautiful. 


Sitting across the table from me. The light trickling down from the steaming bulb above us makes his longish 
hair shimmer like gold His blue eyes sparkling and those white teeth almost blinding me. The light is radiating 
more from him than the cruel, artificial, manufactured glass that is a light bulb. 


No, he is pure. He is natural. And the light shines brighter from him than it would from anything else. That 
skin of his that | can only imagine is soft to the touch, creased by age and wisdom, but all too real that it 


seems like a dream. 


He looks at me and | smile. | don't know what we're talking about. Last time | remembered it was something to 
do with the Superbowl but I'm more interested in the superman in front of me. He diverts his attention back 
to the conversation and he laughs. Those lips curve up into a smile, a sound that's more beautiful than his 


soulful singing voice pours from his throat. And the way his eyes crinkle at the corners. It's beautiful. 


| often wonder if | should ever take the step over the edge of the cliff I've been perched on now for as long 


as | can remember. Would he dance with me if | asked him to? | thought maybe that would be the easiest and 


most simple way to come across. But then again it might just be stupid. | can't expect him to run away from 
everything he knows and never look back. 


| wonder if he would cry too if he seen me the many nights | cry over him. And the worst part is | have him 
within my reach. | live with him on a daily basis but forever behind the glass of the cage I'm trapped in. | can 
see him but | can't touch him. He's only for me to observe. | could never get that close. | need him to save 


me, before it goes too far. 


| often think about it. When we're sitting in the hotel room. Watching a film, lying up side by side on the sofa. | 
always let him choose the movie because | really don't care what he picks, | always take the oppertunity to 
watch him instead. To just take in the angel that sits beside me that's completely unaware of the civil war 
happening inside me between my heart and my head. 


| wonder, if | just picked the right moment. If | didn't use words at all and | just touched his lips. Would he be 
surprised? Would he tremble? Or would he just laugh? Or would he hate me for it and walk out? That's why | 
never had the guts to do it, that last possibility always pulled me back before | took the plunge. The last thing 


| want to do is lose him. 


He'd die for her. | know he would. Would he die for me? Sure we're close, but he doesn't love me like he loves 
her. | know he loves me in a different way but it's never close enough to cross the line. A line that | keep 
standing on In the middle of the road, on the white line that fades more and more as the years pass by, as 
the time slips away. And | still never move. | let time pass me by. l'm safe on this line. And | know if | cross it 
then it could be a blessing or a curse. But that constant fear of it being the bad end always makes me too 


afraid to find out. 


Sometimes | do breakdown. Sometimes he finds me and asks what's wrong and | think | just do it purposely so 
he'll hold me in his arms for a while. | blame it on my dad and Heather, that sometimes the memories just 
come back and it hurts too much and l'm stupid for letting it get to me like this. And he'll just rock me back 
and forth and whisper to me in a soothing voice. 


And it probably hurts even more that he tells me, "But I'll always love you, no matter what." It hurts, because 
| know he's telling the truth. But its not the type of love | strive and hunger for. | just live for the pain he 


unknowingly gives me. 


| get so lost in myself sometimes. | play it out, that I'll tell him, and he'll feel the same way, and that he'll 
swear he'll always be mine and we can live happily ever after. But then the reality stains the silk of my 
perfect imagination. That he'll lie, he'll run from me, he'll hide and I'll have royally fucked up everything we 


ever worked for. 


I'm destroying myself little by little feeling this way. But | can't make it stop. | keep going and now l'm in far 
too deep to ever be rescued. I'm stuck. I've lost my mind. | went to rehab again in 20l, blamed it once again on 


my dad and Heather and the stress of the tour. It was lies, none of it was the truth. It was his fault. 


He told me it was his fault and | made him believe it wasn't. Because that was the truth. | know what he 
meant, he thought it was his fault that he pushed me too far, demanded too much of me and he ran me 
ragged. He could never do that, | will always do anything he wants at the drop of a hat. Just being the reason 


he smiles is the one thing keeping me alive. 


No, it was his fault in the respect that | could never have him. It got too far and | had to get away from it all 
for a while. Maybe that killed me even more. Damned if | did, damned if | didn't. 


| don't care. I'm completely fucked up and | don't care. It all makes it worth it for just that night when we're in 
the hotel room, strumming some chords and swapping some words for songs that might never see the light of 


day. It's just how we relax. | don't care that I'm losing my sanity, as long as he's here | can deal with it. 


He fell asleep in my room one night. And | had to try so hard not to curl up beside him and hold him. | wanted 
to do it so badly. But | didn't want to ruin the perfect picture he made by slotting myself into it. | would wreck 


it, he is a form of art and I'm not. | will never earn the right to become part of the paint in his life. 


l'm there for him too of course. Sometimes he breaks down too. And | do get to hold him, because he needs it. 
He needs it for a reason that doesn't mean anything to me because it's not out of love, it's out of rejection 
from something else. | kiss his head because that's acceptable, because I've accepted that is as close as l'm 


ever going to get. | wish | could really kiss away his pain, just how | wish he would kiss away mine. 


| could be his hero sometimes. | hope | am. He absolutally mesmorizes me. He takes my breath away. He's the 
reason | live, and the reason l'm dead inside. I'll never have him. When | die it will be of insignificance because 


as far as l'm concerned, l'm already dead. He stole my heart and I'll never get it back. 


